
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



466 THE ENGLISH JOURNAL 

That led thee ever onward; thou to whom 
God's voice, heard o'er men's strident tones, didst say 
That, waiting, lay 

New worlds, which thou shouldst call from shadowing gloom- 
Behold thy gift unto a loved world: 
A land brim-filled with goodly herds, and green, 
Rich pastures' sheen, 
And smoke of myriad cities, upward curled, 

Bespeaking wealth and might; a land wherein 
Of every clime, the bruised and oppressed 
May find them rest, 
And heal their souls of weariness and sin. 

Yea, thou to man hast giv'n all this, and one 
Still greater boon; for e'en in chains, which hate 
Didst make thy fate, 
And leering envy of thy task well done, 

Thou callest still, and ages hear thy voice 
Triumphant, "Up! There is no task too great 
For thine estate!" 
And toiling hearts and weary souls rejoice: 

"Man's work need not be held to this earth-clod; 
Nay, e'en the stars set no bounds for thy soul; 
Ever thy goal 
Lies farther on; there is no end but God." 

Ruth Carver 
Louisville Girls' High School (Pupil) 



ENGLISH IN SCHOOL 

Each day doth bring us joy and pride anew 
As we our language mold to finer grace, 
And fit it to our life's each use and place 
To send our thought forth beautiful and true; 
Reading the masters even through and through, 
Speaking to friends with joyous lighting face, 
Writing for those who will our words retrace — 
Fair English tongue, this do we gain from you. 
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A glorious heritage of words is ours today: 
Angles and Saxons, Celts, and Norman French, 
All left us gifts to suit our purpose well; 
As the high symbols in our flag's display, 
As our soul's courage which may never blench, 
So let us guard our speech, life's truth to tell. 

Jane Hutford 
High School 
Perth Amboy, N.J. 



